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" You just ask him to throw his mine into the melting-
pot for the great cause," Decoud whispered.

Don Jose had raised his voice. He rubbed his hands
cheerily. The excellent aspect of the troops and the
great quantity of new deadly rifles on the shoulders of
those brave men seemed to fill him with an ecstatic
confidence.

Charles Gould, very tall and thin before his chair,
listened, but nothing could be discovered in his face
except a kind and deferential attention.

Meantime, Antonia had risen, and, crossing the
room, stood looking out of one of the three long windows
giving on the street. Decoud followed her. The
window was thrown open, and he leaned against the
thickness of the wall. The long folds of the damask
curtain, falling straight from the broad brass cornice,
hid him partly from the room. He folded his arms on
his breast, and looked steadily at Antonia's profile*

The people returning from the harbour filled the
pavements; the shuffle of sandals and a low murmur of
voices ascended to the window. Now and then a coach
rolled slowly along the disjointed roadway of the Calle
de la Constitucion. There were not many private
carriages in Sulaco; at the most crowded hour on the
Alameda they could be counted with one glance of the
eye. The great family arks swayed on high leathern
springs, full of pretty powdered faces in which the eyes
looked intensely alive and black. And first Don Juste
Lopez, the President of the Provincial Assembly,
passed with his three lovely daughters, solemn in a
black frock-coat and stiff white tie, as when directing a
debate from a high tribune. Though they all raised
their eyes, Antonia did not make the usual greeting
gesture of a fluttered hand, and they affected not to see
the two young people, Costaguaneros with European